THE   RIGHT   TO   HERESY

for the fray after a good rest; by Calvin with whom the
prisoner now wished to discuss matters, mind against
mind, scholar against scholar; by Calvin, who reviled
Servetus as a criminal and an assassin? Was it not
inevitable that Servetus, teased by the basest and most
malicious questions and insinuations relating to the most
private affairs of his sexual life, angered and tormented,
should lose his self-control, and answer the outrageous
queries with invectives, should rail coarsely against his
accuser? Servetus was wearied beyond endurance by
sleepless nights. Now the man to whom he owed so
much inhuman treatment had to listen to a volley of
abuse.

"Do you deny that you are an assassin? I will prove
it by your actions. As regards myself, I confide in the
justice of my cause and am not afraid of death. But
you scream like a blind man in the desert, because the
passion for vengeance burns in your heart. You lied,
you lied, ignorant calumniator that you are. Wrath boils
up within you when you are hounding any one to death.
Would that all your magic were still hidden away within
your mother's womb, so that I could have a chance to
recount your errors."

In this outburst of wrath, the unhappy Servetus for-
got the powerlessness of his position. His chains clank-
ing, foaming at the mouth, he demanded of the Council,
of his judges, that, instead of condemning him, they
should pass sentence upon Calvin the law-breaker, upon
the Genevese dictator.

"Magician that he is, you should not only find him
guilty and sentence him, but should banish him from
your city, while his property should be made over to me
in compensation for mine, which, through him, I have
lost."

It need hardly be said that the worthy councillors
were horrified at such words and at the spectacle before
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